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Below, the noisy World drags by
In the old way, "because it must,

The bride with heartbreak in her eye*
The mourner following hated dust s
-   Thy duty, winged flame of Spring,

Is but to love, and fly, and sing.

Oh, happy life, to soar and sway
Above the life by mortals Ied5

Singing the merry months away9
Master, not slave of daily bread,

And, when the Autumn comes, to flee

Wherever sunshine beckons thee !

PALINODE. ----DECEMBER.

Like some lorn abbey now, the wood
Stands roofless in the bitter air;

In ruins on Its floor is strewed

The carven foliage quaint and rare,

And homeless winds complain along

The columned choir once thrilled with song*

And thou, dear nest, whence joy and praise
The thankful oriole used to pour,

Swing'st empty while the north winds chase
Their snowy swarms from Labrador:

But, loyal to the happy past,

I love thee still for what thou wast.

Ah, when the Summer graces flee

From other nests more dear than thou,